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and \vorked under the elder  Mctternich at the Foreign
Ministry.   '1'hat's between sixty and seventy years ago* , , ."
The conversation no\v turned to diplomacy in general.
The Chancellor \vcnt on :  ** There are diplomats who think
they're doing me a great service by sending me more or less
well-written critical studies of men and things that come
within their sphere of \vork.   Such chaiter is of little service,
Fd rather read the serials in the newspapers.  Diplomats have
duties of a quite different nature.  They should handle definite
cases arising between the country they represent and the one to
which they arc accredited;  they should improve relations
between the two states, keep in touch with authoritative
circles and take a broad view of what these circles are.  Their
duties are no longer limited, as used to be the case, to the
Court and drawing-rooms;   they must mix also in com-
mercial, industrial and financial circles, among parliamentary
representatives, and last but not least, journalists.   Yes, they
should make every effort to give the country they serve a
* good press * in the country in which they work.  They must
try to establish a current of trust: and sympathy between Court
and Court, Government and Government, Parliament and
Parliament, Press and Press . . . but this success cannot be
attained by dinners, however elaborate, or gossip, however
well mitten."
The friendliest references were made to Sturdsa, who had
left Norderney the previous evening. The aged man had made
the journey to Norderney without a secretary or even a
servant. This Spartan is brother-in-law of Peter Carp; but
the two statesmen were always opponents—Carp the leader
of the Junimists (an offshoot of the Conservatives), Sturdza
leader of the Liberals. The Princess referred to them as the
Capulets and Montagues, and said : " But in this case the end
was much happier than in Shakespeare. The story did not
end in tragedy as with Romeo and Juliet. On the contrary
they married—Sturdsa's son and Carp's daughter—and the
fathers have long been reconciled."
Over the coffee the Princess invited me to try a " Biilow
cigar." I had to refuse with an apology, as I am not a smoker,
and I told them how badly I had once fared with a cigar
bearing an equally honoured name. It was aftet the death of
he* stepfather, Marco Minghetti, when I had been in Rome

